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Gimme Gimme Gimme (A Man After Midnight) 


"| thought you said you were hiring strippers," one guy hissed at Dave. 


Mortified, Dave stared at the low stage. A young guy, probably not much older than twenty one, was writhing 
to Queen's "Don't Stop Me Now". His clothes were slowly melting away to reveal a tight, sexy body beneath it. 
Blushing, Dave looked at the man standing behind him. He was older than himself with greying hair and the 

paunch that would come to all of them in time. He was also one of Dave's biggest investors for Dave's latest 


crazy idea. 

"| did," he managed to mumble. His eyes never left the stage. "Didn't realise it would be a dude." 

Dave had found the ad in the "Creative Services" section of the LA Times classified ads. It had said that the 
person's name was Taylor but hadn't given a gender. In modern LA, Taylor could either have been a dude or a 


chick. In Dave's case, it had wound up being the former. 


Not that Taylor looked much different to any California girl with his long blonde hair and painfully flat stomach. 


But watching the blonde haired beauty was doing some strange things to Dave. 

He'd thrown the party to keep his investors happy and to try and attract more. It had worked and Dave's 
latest ambitious movie, the first fictional tale he'd commit to film, was fully funded. The only downside to the 
night had been their stripper. While the predominately middle aged male party goers had complained, Dave was 
mildly happy and, once they'd all left, Dave approached the young man. 

"Taylor?" he held out his hand. "I'm Dave." 

The blonde boy's face broke into a warm smile and he took Dave's hand. "Hey. Good gig, man. | enjoyed it" 
"Good. I'm glad. Did you grab a drink and some food?" 


Taylor's smile widened. "Of course. l'm a student. | take all the freebies | can get." 


Dave pulled his hand back only to stretch it into the nap of his neck. "Look, | was wondering if you had any 
other plans for tonight?" 


"No. Going to go home and watch shit on Netflix. Why?" 


| was wondering if you do private dances?" Dave idly scratched his neck as desperately tried to hide his 


nervousness. 
"Private dances are a thousand," Taylor replied without missing a beat. "Plus the cab fare home." 


His nerves drained away and Dave grinned. "Really? And | can do better than a cab. You can stay over, if you 


like. I'l make you breakfast in the morning and then I'll call a car to take you home." 
Damn, he sounded desperate. Desperate and horny and.. lonely. 
Taylor's face softened. "That's really sweet but | don't stay with clients." 


Dave felt his face fall and his eyes widen, his expression no doubt becoming that patented puppy dog look he 
had. "Please?" he softly pressed 


Taylor reached out and placed a hand on his shoulder. "We'll see, okay?" 


Dave hated himself as he drove home. Sure, he was lonely. Sure, there hadn't been another person in the 


house since his lover had left. But to hit on a twenty-something kid looked a little too desperate. 


But Taylor seemed eager so Dave was going to take it for what it was worth and hoped that Taylor was as 


happy as he was and not just in it for the money. 


The young man sitting beside him whistled as Dave drew up to his house. "What are you? A rock star or 


something?" 

In the darkness of the car, Dave smiled. "Yeah, l'm a musician" 

"Seriously?!" 

"Yeah, seriously," Dave chuckled. "I play drums and sing in a band." 

"At the same time?!" 

| wish!" Laughing, he got out of the car and held Taylor's door open for him. "I used to play drums for a band 
back in the ‘90's. When they ended, | formed my own band and went from being at the back of the stage to 
the front. Do you want to know a secret?" 

"Syre" 

"| prefer being at the back of the stage." 

With that, Dave walked to the front door. Opening up, he ushered Taylor in. 


"So you prefer playing drums?" Taylor asked. 


"Yep. | don't know why but | do. Maybe it's the movement. Maybe it's the safety of having something between 
myself and the audience. Maybe its the sound. | don't know but | love it” 


Walking into the living area, Dave collapsed onto one of the overstuffed couches and picked up the remote for 


the stereo. He turned on a streaming service and began to scroll through bands and songs. 
"What music do you prefer to dance to?" he asked 

"Anything by Queen. Disco. Stuff like that 

Dave smirked "Abba okay?" 

Taylor shrugged. ‘Fine by me. 


When Dave pressed play, Taylor burst out laughing. "Oh, man, of all the songs you had to pick it had to be this 
one. Dude, you've just made my night.” 


Dave grinned and kicked off his shoes as the first lyrics wound around the room. 


Half past twelve, 
And Im watching the late show in my fiat all alone. 


Taylor was clothed in tight, skinny jeans and a baggy tshirt. The arms had been cut out from the shirt and, 
beneath the jeans, Dave knew he was wearing a pair of tight little briefs. Not that he'd been paying attention 


Taylor's previous show or anything.. 


As Taylor began to move so Dave relaxed into the couch. He could have turned down the lights but he wanted 


to take in the beautiful body before him. 


Taylor's eyes fell shut and he arched his back as he wound his hands into his hair. He lifted it for a moment 
before letting it fall in a cascade of blonde. His fingers inched over his chest and across his stomach before 
gently beginning to tug on the hem of his shirt. Dave felt his own pants begin to tighten and he let out a soft 
moan before placing his hand over his groin. It had been a long time since he had anything resembling a decent 
orgasm. Most of the time, he jerked off with minimal results, an act that left him feeling hollow and disgusted 
with himself. 


When Taylor opened his eyes, Dave gave him a shy smile and nodded to the bulge in his suit pants. "Do you 
mind if |-?" 


That caused Taylor to stall and the younger man swallowed, his eyes nervously flicking to Dave. Finally, he 
nodded and Dave allowed himself to relax once more. As Taylor picked up his routine so Dave rubbed the heel 
of his hand over his still clothed erection He didn't have any plans to take it out and whack off in front of 
Taylor. That would be wrong and extremely unprofessional. Instead, he kept his eyes on the blonde beauty, 
watching as Taylor gave Dave his back. He slid his long hands down his thighs until his denim clad ass was on 
show. Dave groaned and gave his cock a squeeze, imaging what it would be like to get his hands on those pert, 


little globes. 


Those back jeans were slowly inched down until they pooled around Taylor's ankles. The blonde man expertly 
kicked them away before he straightened up, his ass clenching as he did. Dave could feel his orgasm growing, 
curling and tightening in his stomach. His cock throbbed against his hand and he could feel the pre-come 
dampening his shorts. 


Taylor stretched and, in one swift movement, pulled the shirt up and over his head to reveal his gorgeous 
body. Dave was quickly becoming a mess as he stared. Taylor was in his house. Taylor was dancing for him. 
Taylor was taking his clothes off for him. Dave had never wanted to feel the heady rush of power but 


suddenly his head was swimming. 


As Taylor slowly started to inch down his tiny briefs, Dave let out a long, low groan. His cock was aching and 
he could feel his body preparing itself. There was a trail of soft, downy hair that tickled its way from Taylor's 
stomach and in to his briefs. As more of that was revealed, Dave erupted, crying Taylor's name as his seed 


soaked his shorts. For several moments, he trembled and rolled his hips, pressing himself against his hand as 


his powerful orgasm exploded through him. It took him away to a different place, to one he hadn't visited in 
many months, if not years. He felt a connection to Taylor, something deep and meaningful and, as he began to 


come back down, Dave felt a tear roll down his cheek. 


Squeezing his eyes shut, he murmured, "Thank you. Thank you so much." 


He didn't dare look at Taylor lest the other man think he was weak. But when a hand grasped his thigh, Dave 
let out a quiet gasp. 


"Hey, it's okay," Taylor softly replied. "I understand." 
"You see this a lot, huh?" Dave gave him a weak smile as he finally looked at the younger man, 


Taylor's face was filled with concern. There seemed to be a weight on his shoulders that was too much for a 


young college student to be carrying. 


"No. No, | don't. But you seem sad for a genuine reason. You know, like some people cry because they can't find 


a parking spot. You seem like you're crying because you're hurting.” 
"| am," Dave softly replied. "I am." 
"Will you tell me?" 


"One day, maybe. One day." 


five Years Later 


The late nights and early mornings were definitely getting to him. But Dave didn't care. He didn't care that he 
was taking Advil like candy. Nor did he care about his aching joints. All he cared about was the man curled up 


next to him. 


It was too early to be getting out of bed and, snuggling deeper under the blankets, Dave ran a hand along 
Taylor's sleeping form. The younger man mumbled something in his sleep and rolled over to face Dave. Smiling 
to himself, Dave leaned in and gave the blonde beauty a gentle kiss. When Taylor's hazel eyes flickered open, 


Dave's smile widened. 
"Hey," he murmured. "Good morning.’ 


His smile was sleepily returned and long, slender arms were wrapped around his neck. Dave chuckled as he was 


pulled down for a slow, early morning kiss. 


Just when he thought he'd lost his way, Dave had found a light to guide him back on to the road. And he'd 


never been happier about it. 


